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x a eo playing on your name, W 1 i donot mean to « lo I talk poetry 
AMERICAN TALES. “tag pm | 
0 vy no Because ere is no ¢ us pingle or metrical 
=z arrangement If I sav 
MR. GREEN. The grass is green, as may be seen 
_ — that ta por y W \ bb alin vines | ¢ are po ¢ thets 
BY THE LATE ROBERT ¢ SANDS. 
— mit witho meanin there 1s no se ‘ out pat a 
It is easy, a yt carcless ; | dd, and rus leco 
CHAPTER VII . 
it sa t tawd t be evga \ ' 
* Rhyme the rudder is of verses.” aie 
Ss \ s s t s . rr 
Ow the day after Mr. Green's interview with his relations, he was All who have any relis clody 1 ‘ armed with 
sitting in a large and p blick room, smoking a@ cigar, in company ecaus $ a \ ‘ It 
with Mr. Sam Sienna, clerk to a firm of wholesale drugyists, and \ Mr Gn . . ' 
‘ some poets 
Mr. Isaac Indigo, also a clerk m another establishment He had : . 
e t a news 
just received a note, delicately folded and sealed, inviting him to a aren 
. ly me 
soirée that evening, at the house of a most respectable family, re- s a ( I ed ‘ ‘ t we 
lated to, and on terms of intimacy with his own t was lving on the ca tS ‘ “ . ~ 7 -_ 
table—that is, such a portion of it as had not been used to wnite the Si-\ 1} Howe t \ © mea 
twisted nicotian ” » eX 
** Do you mean to go to this scrape, Green '”’ said Sienna Mr. B eva iw of erat snd hav 
' ‘ ‘ 
*“T don't know I am indifferent about parties—perfectly w gota small knot around him of tave oungers, proceed 
*T wouldn't go. I know several who have been to these sovrecs, — , while Gree neensed the ora y puffing volumes of aromatick 
. } tv there yt be that is not burnt up ere, whit r off ‘ mone 
as they call them, and they say it is the greatest bore in the world. “ty Mere m Pr smoke into his eves, nostrils, and mout as Ws 
po ‘ tiful column of smoke threw away t . ‘ dl 
hey give no feed Chere is nothing but coffee, and lemonade, and “!4! Coren « . ates : . Seovera New-} . . Mr ¢ = 2 withees 
1 , of his cigar. and k er from a box Ca t 
slops. They talk about books, and have foreigners, who parlez-rous © - ' \ species o eve . ’ ‘ roductio 
} . ” Mr.G said Mr. Sienna, who iz ‘ ‘ ; me a) 
it in their own lingo You 1 de rst and I rench, however, of course ’ ‘ sould. we i ¢ w the j fthe d rrecable 
** No, thank heaven, I was indifferent about it I got along wel] = many ¢ cn « es, Sin ? . I » mane S is - . . 
‘ nm and ¢ , . P ences t lersto wt den 
enough without it. Slow-and-Easy picked up enough to get what own end t n . on ‘ ects what . Me Cire 0) , site ll Gian 
” crats who were yu ty i ay tt < t * r . . 
we wanted . . . . ‘ B shat { - ' a disagrece we P 
=! Oo ne te itrod to vo ‘ ' to } Cre< 
“T can give you bot) an mvitation to a very nice party to-night, snow we ; on, sit 
said Indigo, “ Yous must go along with me Mrs. Vermilion is Bice : poctry is NVETSS . ‘ | : p . , : slo of the 
going to blaz t out Ss s come the whole f re I dare sav it you ano : al ’ . P 
= =] “"» . . ‘ . vernecaa 
<a dee eit be cletty ef Gen. end) “Ewes & . the musick 
will be a tremendous s eeze, and wre Wii De pit vo in, ana ‘ n ‘ 
7 ode as | t, to give Mr. Gre ' 
no ceremony You must go, Green bo swen . . . . Nor | t Mr G | , . MN ine 
sive 
* Well, I don't care, if vou say so. But I think that squeezing is = '"™ysterious ¥ whi ACS poet ot poct % 
’ j £ 
” oo i rot Cireen- Bice Why. the 0 | 
ineonvement ; and | am inditlereut about fun What! that s eal reen- By , the poor teow * Oh, my heavens!” os ed B * Do we ally net know, My 
«“Oh' vou won't be when you get into it. If you knew Polly at made it coest erst ow t fingers He bx Cire ; \ +) & ( s 
y ye heticy, 
Pink and Kate Cochlicoe, they'd uckle the indiflerence out of you.”’ to the Lake s . " t ‘ nev eoded 
. ® c¢ ueu ill 
* T most say that tickling is decidedly meonvement I am indif T am in ‘ ’ (rreen Id OL KNOW poh . af their « 
ferent about being introduced to them ; but I will go along with you, *@t my unek ect Up & Charity -scnoe I ce my Vents Rew | And la v inditle t about it 
} ’ a ° 
if you wish ae So | presume e,” said Bice a satished f supe 
. 4 ' 
* You will be pleased, I n sure But, ae Tam alive, here is a Oh, Mr. Green . a ume is Lake, M Bice . - ative « } q {f musick, M Gr 
kind of namesake of vours ;" nan audible whisper, meant to be You do no . I “ » 7 allies : . { < ‘ e 
heard, he cont t Mr. Cire B one of the most distin poetry \ ik ‘ t ‘ A \ ‘ ) (va 
\ I an 
cuished pocts and literary characters alive hy, s vas called upon sha , | dred la : \ 
} ' , t . ) I « 
*l am viflerent about poets and literature,” eaid Mr. Greer ave to go 1 OX | B ‘ , : oe ; 
i gina 
“thouch | must confess I had rather not see such verses as those,” und vou would be so lkewrs« here are inv article ‘ ‘ met ke vour ca 
— , : 2 - 9 it ie Bor Ty , , 
pointing to some of t then pop lar lines of Coculue Indicus. in a vuurgh Review wh . . B scant 4 ‘ ‘ . ‘ aenee 
. . yout che ‘ t { Itisas m D 
newspaper of the dav, which the dicrous editor characterized as Vien you may a ‘ ss 
s/rains from his far sweeter than the obscurities of Wordsworth, ''™ sone } y ‘ \ I , . - 
or the foreign affectations of Scott ; — I “ Mr Creen but the 
“Tt isa great pity not to be able to relish poetry,” said Sienna ““!* ™ a : ‘ ' = > rower “t ‘ ‘ ' > eae | went te echa 
* T cannot express myself exactly ; but there is something or other °Y "MMs . : vow er { t ‘ _ | 
, = , e} eo 4 ’ zy t or it very 
charming about fhem verses, that I don't understand.” ERY CET SEN adie oad ” —_ ’ 7 ne eca ¢ of General Was 
* What is poetry’ said Mr. Green, yawning nti, which pervades ‘| from Sears Oh. Mr. Green 
“Oh!” said Indigo—* if I was sufficiently familiar with you, Mr “ How swe ends s thy magick che W erta ed to kno ld f 
+ 0 i ya d deal « his poetry 
"= ; souls to elevate f . Aa } 
Green, I would venture to suggest that people may treat such a Within thy realm t mt s jarring s j y heart 1 am flere ate emember suc t s, but it 
. . > i 
question, from a man who has been educated, and who has travelled = . ‘ and Abe ~~ ran somewhat his fa 
>¢ al frrends ' = the ent spe 
hke vou, as affectation.” ithe 4 g affe & softly swe a | ease the fancy am ert the w 
” © sweets socie \ e \ , 
* Tam indifferent as to how pe ople treat it, Or as to knowing what Ww) ‘ . . . eart 1 t a & refine 
poetry rs But I don’t know.” ee endly bosom that share ef pretty ee ud Mr Ve s, one of the vole 
" a Nels ine . ' st est sanctuary t eld rele 
** Heaven Ness me, mv dear sir aon t vou Know that it is the lan- T™ ch the pane ive seuously 
guage of pas ion, expressed in regular numbers?” A 4 ¢ ' ‘ scare Yo erceive, Mr G Bice tha ‘ mpany are 
*] did not knew ut, indeed I th nk that cursing ind swearing 1s Mr. Bice illustr 1 s re \ aking tambicks F ' ' vo . 
, ver ; left 
inconvenient lam flerent as to whether it is done in regularor ers Of his tel 4 ‘ “i a v Ie . | t © crack , 
i ccceiliad innit forefinger of the right ors under a jx Here he ' ' : coheees 
* You will never get along with Miss Pink, unless vou can talk * | am indifferent about hearing any more of that, sir,”’ s (iret { smoke ! eller of M 
to her about poetry Cert ly, vou can see that this article about “Tf Leared about poetry, I believe could make such seit But IB w nile Sncez » 4 ’ s. tum ti 
General Jackson's conduct in vetoing the grand Ene canal, is prose 7’ What is that line with a * sanctuary iit Lake-se he that ever w 1. « ten d to be defined and 
ry " “ ; . , " j _ ‘ ; ' ‘ ’ , 
* T suppose it is I am indifferent abont prose I must say Is the—best san ver-Ty—to vieid rehel ecited \ Bice crack ‘ ‘wane ) : ew to be more eer 
I don't like s pro as tha 8) very we | t the new dict I suy They und « ene n B J for, after 
Wi P a is noctry Hear a little of it ade me ca t when I went to scho« la i eavir lh d up Mr Cires . W worth 7 
IIow es the antom wing ferent as to p . If you call it sanktery, y . tishec ! and draw ( ¢ ! there 
botw hearn and the wave, miswer well « But I tho t vou had to « ‘ 1 wen no , lishe y ' s, of which | 
a) ‘ en f £ . 
oy ance o'er the spirit’s grave minkie twice when said firs Won't vou smoke , save spok to ¥ enlt. ; 
I twilight, when the mages are you indifferent mitit’ I newer swear: but, for heav s sake ellar “ 
Ex r see scure amd clear, } 
on aes nmeaune i y eae. if itis not ine ement to you to stop reading that, it w e very Hut he a t w , ling reviews, and th 
Though life be dark, there's lustre here CO ay cilia wal PERS gia , ia fe eniates 
Isn't that sweet’? Anin‘t there a kind of twang about it? That's Cires t seemed interested in this matter, and inspired too estionable, were it t that of the wes in Mr. Green's 
poetry, Mr. Green” the occasto f ed for a bottle of wine, of which Dice mography, which delicacy allow at is is One about which 
“IT dare say. I don't know what it means; but I do not care avatied himself, whil lelivered the following lecture, d gwhich | there ca juestid® 
about knowing. Don't trouble yourself to tell me—though if you Green fell asleep; for he could stnoke as well asleep as awake Let all la nd exclusive glory and renown be allotted to hum. and 
want to, | am indifferent as to hearing it. If that is poetry, J am ‘ Poetry, Mr. Green, is a natural art. It is both inspired and me- | to the great Mecenas, who understands senine 
satisfied that there is too much of it ;—but what aneverlasting qnan- chanical, If I say that the grass is green, (begging your pardon for My be eontlaned 
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ORIGINAL TALES. 


TITIAN’S DAUGHTER. 





BY R. SHELTON MACKENZIE, LL. D 

‘Tow dost admire that picture, Giulio 7” s ud the great painter, 
Tiziano Vecélli, of Venice, to his favorite p ipil, Giulio Manton 

“Si, si, signor ; but whose portrait is it? when was it painted? 
and where has it been until now’ 

* Thou dost not ask who painted it Hast no curlosity—hast no 
wish te learn this? 

* (Curiosity enouch, as thou well knowest, mor, to prove my de 
scent from Eve, whose failing, that way, lost a parad se to Adam 
Sut L need not ask who painted thus, for there is only one who ¢ 
paint thus. ‘There is but one peneil which can bie 1 such beautiful 
colourmg with sueh free drawing Signor Maestro, if thow wouldst 








have thy pictures ecognized, thou must even hang them with the 
painting to the wall.” 

* Plattery, Giuhe ink flattery ! But I believe thou meanest 
what thou sayest \s to this portrait—- 

* Ay, sionor, whose likeness ts it 

**As thou art ar mis to know, mv Giulio, and often piayest a 
trick upon thy master, met ks I shall not tell thee Phou mavest 
look grave, if thou It shall not tell thee ne Call my 
gondoliert: the, day is pleasant, and they shall row me across the 
Lido tddio, addio!” 

The painter went on his way, across the Lagune d smiled a 
one smiles at a lucky tho it or a successful speculatio Ilis 
mw iv wert neasanl { d is it y it | a] le ss feng i vil i 
canopy ol his gondola, they found sucn terance as this 

“He is a good youth, and hatha proper love for art; he ts stuc 
ous, tor crontle ima ¢ illectionate d with a warm he My 
Beatrice ts a tender dove l ll be well ifshe ean tind a shelter 
in lus breast Hlow ized upon the p ‘ If he ad e the 
original only halt as much, the train will soon be flat Ile wa 
goodly youth.” And w su thoughts did ‘I in take council on 
his brieta d pleasant voyaye to t Lido 

Me anwihile, hits pupil en rved sell ( hg the 0 ! 
more minutely tuan he elo ‘ al ¢ ‘ Ihe rene | 1 close 
examinatpn conn a t } } on ol In ¢ enence, noe 
alone as a work ol art, but as the re esentation of a ¢ iter ol 
feminine loveliness more attractive than he had yet beheld in Ve ‘ 
The portrait represente I hemutitul I . es ot youth 
bearing aloft in her ii Hhlassive ¢ vet, 1} S il we 
m her onward progress, to cast a stiuile pon the beholder like 
sudden sunburst ! The face was one o exquisite be y, I ‘ 
naive and cheertul expression, the he ed joyousness, the ¢ ‘ 
and trusting eloquence ot pect, formeda rt ot elles Ove 
ness ta re er than lly accompanies mere eauty of tea ‘ 
Fou ough to sav so t treason t ‘ \ ! x 
whom we or lize as ** fa I ft t too ‘ 7 
fectto ol} bait t beauty ‘ nee » one Yet 
even now, do | remember to have ett or 

I'he voung artist adm {the portrait tor some time, and then fell 
into a meditative humour ithing | sual for hiun—tor, though he 
was a Spaniard he was youth of j c U stion and lively 
temperament, a d itis not the wont of such to anticipate the con 
templative thoughts which, they believe, belong to the matarer sea 
son of manhood The youth thought nd thought, and tho it 
until, when ‘Titian ret ed, he tound s pupil seated o ysite the 
portrait, with Ss pen ] his hand, and his head downward droop 
ing—even as, in | nood Of poetick t 1 hav ‘ that of 
Wordsworth, the wreat thaster of the lyre lithan came near, but 
Giuhe did not stir nearer stil, and G o was breathing heavily 
close to him, and touched his shoulder—the yo started Lhe 
had fallen isiecep before the portrait! 

Oh, what a very hove! At ‘ t! bat est sa treasure 
to the Spaniard ad the dav was a t Was wearisome to te 
alone md, if the trut mus nad, Gs », who hac paimters 
eye lor beauty, had b 1) i the prece yy t. sere d i 
beautitul TT 4 ds ’ teves ! ted one CVE 
as he pa sed beneat rhe Ww we « ithers] ice 

Giulio Mantoni hed been Titian’s pupil for some six months pr 
vious to the incident of the portrait a ‘ er \\ out y 
Intron 1d paid a large sum io, vileue 
otin ‘ . t na ers, tis love tor t 
art, a 1 i so larwo von Pita s " “ 
and wi Hake m sole that Ce o would be 
come rit was a solitarv, indeed: for h 
son was a wild youth, who had left Venice for Cyprus. i e suite 
ol 4 cian nd fis da ‘ Le itrice, Was In a cx vent in the 
Friuli, of which one of his relatives was lady-principal. Giulio Man 
toni accepted t e imvitation, and fe hree months preceding the day 
on whic hh thts s! rit tale ‘ mtmhences, t d Dae to Vit in atlee 
tivnate, kind, and obedient as a son. He was so skilful with his 
pencil, tov, that ‘Titian was reminded, by his skill and enthusi- 
asm, of what his owa had been, at the same age, some thirty vears 
before 

Some days passed on, and the portrait still remamed im Titian's 
studio Giulio otten looked at, but never spoke of it, and Titian 





did not err when he thought that there was a meaning m this si 


hand. ‘I 


‘nee 


\s 





But the grand festival day of Venice was at 


his Was 


cension dav, on wluch the dowe periorme ithe annual ceremony of 
sigmiving the mardime power of the sig by casting a goldé 


at 





ring into the waters of the Adrnatick custom was, this 


proud celebration, for Venice to send out her population, of all de- 


grees, and it was certain that, at such a time, the fairest daughters 
of Venice never were absent 


The short vo 





ge of the doge, from the quay of the ducal palace 
to the boundary of Lido and Malamocca, was always performed, on 


this occasion, in a stately vessel, called the Bucentaur, a galley said 
} 


of ials. This magni- 
for, besides 


the doge, the council, the chief officers of state, and the admiral o 
the port, (who acted as pilot, and was | 


to be 





equal antiquity with these maritime nupt 


ficent vessel always bore a freight of some importance 


f 


th 


wund by oath to brir ge the 


vessel back to her harbourage in the arsenal!) it bore the ambassa- 
dors from the various countries in alliance with the republick. Some- 
times, besides the no ssimi and the state-officials, it bore citizens 








of worth; and, at all times, the doge was glad to see by his side the 
great painter, Tiziano Vecélh, whose pen | could confer such im- 
mortality as earth is proud of, and whose works reflected mor 
fame upon Vewce, than Venice, in all her glory, could bestow upon 
him 

Ciulo, with ethers of his age, followed in the procession— for it 
was a scene of matchless beauty and magnihcence, we Il worthy the 
attention of a painter's mind and eve The Bucentaur was swept 
on, in a stately manner, by the rowers, and Guulio’s light gondola 
came near it, within fall wie the gallant company beneath tts 
gorgeous canopy of crimson damask, ri hlvy embroidered with gold 
l'o Giulio’s amaze, Titian had by his side a young lady, and when 


she turned her face for a momont, Giulio saw, to his surprise and 





delight, that she was the fair original of the portrait 

















Ihe ceremonials went on; and Andrea Gritti, the doge, wedded 
the sea, (an stable and fickle mustress,) with the accustomed 
words—** We wed thee with this, in token of our true and perpet il 
sovereignty * The moment these words were uttered, and the y 
cast into the sea was strewn with flowers and lrayrant herbs, in 
the fanciful idea that thus the bride was crowned ! 

The pageant ended, Giulo speed d to‘ ins house He found 
the great ist before the easel, busies s usual, In some we fo 

imortality Phey eon v us 8 s, but 7 made ) 

I 
1M 1ot the youn s 1, Ol Whom (i ol i one ‘ 
At last @ 0 dt ‘ bseen | on the ae ott Bu 
centaur: but this ) t challenged ‘1 s allus » the y 
drew no re ! La i er, sO tha at last, Criullo ve 
tured to say that thought th ' im resembled the portrait 
which he had admired from the moment it f t mie is view 
Admire it, Signor Gaiuho M | isleep before it in ex 

cess of admiration! Well, well, thou needest net blus Lis my 
dauehter Beatrice, whom thou s t t ano But, vno t the 
shouldst ad e in raf sho ot vould be we for thee 
to take thy sres ere tho ‘ yomen, as thou knowest, 
Hike notlecay eri w rare drowsy i y, | yave not toid her ¢/ She 
saw thee, and asked »ythou wert; and [told her, G o—but not 
t t didst va yself to sleep before her portrait Now, let 
s wit Thou wilt like my ge e Beatrice She reminds me 
of what her fair ane ’ mother s 

And Ginho did very ch hke Beatrice Viet who, int " 

mired the manly beauty and « V ous bear of the Spa a \ 
. 
mired’ las, that is a word all too weak Woman searee cnows 
a medium, mn her mtereourse with our sex, between the cok t } 
ditference and the warmest love Long before she new it, Bea 
trice was deeply and devo y attache (i ) Her father saw 
this, and did not cheek it ea dy loved G o Manto s aso 
cheerily anticipated that ! ‘ itural course of time and cu 
« nstance e would become vith the « ent of Bea ( 
Very much did Ginho ad ‘ e love ess, the P ‘ 
cence of Beatrice Veet nit t love her w 1 t 
other's love l'o do P W ; ‘ 
feelings w s attentive kine Ss d awakene« t 
eart Hk ead to he ry t ‘ ( sif she wa Ss alt 

r ast @ the ‘ eott t “t 
‘ ‘ l« ) sit ! 1 ! ost ’ 1 i \ o = 
t la Ss t : i Was 

Iwo m . " ‘ Bb 
P men and. « . ve 
‘ mW ISsl0 \ ‘ 
‘ ‘ vo \ « ! 

‘ s Ilo : i ) 
what s ud ¢ Y ) l s 
’ i ew s be . s 
mive n hed t ew And, during . ‘ 
shich passed oO ippily tor Grulio, alse, he was not love wit 
Beatrice 

They sate together, now the m luly, w deli < 
breeze sweeping t the Adriatick, a ta , e ¢ tains @ ‘ 
room, like the sails of yne rapid bark lt was now m d Vv. 
was caim n Ve e, as in other ¢ es at the our of mid * ‘ 
veat of the noon ke pt eve the ( yrene Ww yors But was 

cool m the room “ Be ce addy »> were sitting, to 
long blinds had been drawn down, ex ding the suns ( ad a 
mitting the breeze. She had been s and it was from the flus 
of her cheek and the tenderness of her tone, as she closed the « 
denza, that Giulio now first surmised what might be the nature of 
her feelings toward him This was the song 
* The following, from an antique history of Venice, is an exact ac im 

the nuptials 

I $ precibus, cunctisgue fave $ ore 

Stans celsa in pu Prince ps avitate vere! s 

Simmis 8} re enw Y s, Simiier cadent 

Ostentans au col usam divite gem im, 

Hee ait: In SiGNo IMPERII VEKI, ATQUE PERENNIS 


Hac GEMMA ATERNUM MINI TE DESPONDEO Doki 





a _—_——————— 2 
| Oh, sue not thou, for fortune’s dower 

| With lordiv pomp to gild thy fate, 

| Nor ask of cold, ambitious power, 


To crown thee with a haughty state 
Seek not for con vest to entwine 
wanguined laureis in thy hair, 
But listen to this lay of mine, 

This orison, this ardent prayer 


Of * love me, love me!” 





Oh. if the noontide of thy heart 
With sorrow were o'ercast 

If grief had done its deadliest part 
I *y were of the past, 











How gently mid such gloom would fal! 
The brilliancy of hope’s oy shine, 
When thought on thought would stil recall 


rst fond lips were pressed t 


ith ** love me, 


» thine, 


When 
Ww 


love me 


ly, but 





' ] ] tar 
song had ceased—it was a simple meloc there was a start- 


on of earnestness in it which struck to Giulio’s heart. 


space he sat in silence, and then thus spoke the beautiful 
fatrice 


“Lay aside the 


You 


E consider you as my sister, 


mandolin, dear Beatrice, and let us talk 


have never enquired who or what [ am 


and it is not well that you should be in 


“Nay.” s 


you as a brother, and I wi have no 


cnorance of this 


d Beatrice, with a smile and a blush, “I will not own 


inravelling of mysteries. Let me 





he, witha grave air and earnest tone 


denly « d her mirth, ** Beatrice, this is the time, for vour sake as 
or my own, to have the t, if it be worth the name 
of mystery l am not « ; ina word, I am of the 








royal house of Spain; noble of Al- 
m ce, my tathe su narriage ol 
ys choiwe eart and of my own, 
I tled from Spain and much from 
love of e art, as to give my icisure easant o ition 

But he spoke to ears which heard him not, for ere e had con- 
cluded, Beatrice was In a swoon She was speedily recovered, and 
t s earnestly spoke to him 

* [ did not know—I could not—that we had a prince beneath our 
humble root; but whatever you are, you must quit Vemice lt wae 
but vesternight I heard at the ndotto at S vner Barbero's, that the 
proveeditort had an order to arrest a Spanish prince who was dis- 
guised and concealed m Vemice I heard it, by the merest « lance, 
as I stood near two mm »who were talking towether, and that the ar- 
rest is to be made to-morrow You must tly, s or, it neither suits 
your safety nor our honour that vou remain here Venice wars w th 
the Emperour Charl my father, the most moured citize of Ve- 
nice, has been distin shed Dy 1 emperour, and the suspicion of 
having witt ly harboured vou, would only be equalled by the mi- 
serv ol your apt ( cre 

Gi ), OF, ve should rather be called, Prince Anthony of Leon, 
seemed astonished at this intelligence 

* And w er can I fly demanded he, see g council, « 
our o re pe tro Dea ¢ 

«\ nam OU Spon ol vou have ¢ to whom v r faith 
Ss pl sii deserve Ishe w net shelte ) 

You speak wisely, Be ce,” s ee t is the dauch 
ter of Storza, duke of Milan, and with ; e le a cold 
Inend of yuse, LO is c ha i it tu be olherwise—l] 
shail dad satety And you Beatrice 

Ol me—not g ot awo wl i t herealte Ihe 
very moments of your lle are almost measure \ Her " d 
slit tea ou ai! i er ice, ere V t the eans 
wherewith to reach M ane this ] ive v1 c cd of ¢ y 

i ) was ce ( ! | n 4 s t re 
sper olat, pe sty 1 | 
and t L to 1} \ a He « t 
\ er ‘ ( s ‘ 
‘ . ‘ Ii . 
> . ‘ ih 
KISSt Ile was ‘ 





n 
% < t an 
! s line l veeks ‘ s as 
sts l ‘ s She « 
\ s ‘ \\ ‘ 
‘ry rset ‘ eas | " 
i) 1e | ‘ ‘ t on \ ‘ 
‘ ort s ) ‘ 
8) 
‘ P e re ‘ s j 
N tit t eve st ’ \ nh Dea s - 
k . t vas ec. 80 s ss ‘ 
ive rea v lo < 4 s s 
| sm This is ‘ . r as 
! 
ww k ‘ l an’s Da " 
Goop NNERS Ferrers gave a ¢ $ t he « 

0 that f sh planw ss bee | . ¥ persons ws 
pretend to Know i is a me sol; ‘ not 7 foxs 
to give dinners better t t ‘ Ile knew 4 nless ve 
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A NEW VERSION OF AN OLD STORY. 
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ORIGINAL SKETCI 


THE RIVAL’S WREATH. 


BY HEOD 











their emotions in the usual manner, the audience remained for some 


{ES FROM ABROAD. 





moments in a kind of suspense, looking to behold a heavenly illusion 


suddenly dispelled, and this celestial visitant utter some tone, or 





make some motion, to relink her in their minds with the associations 


of earth 





She proce eded, however, in her part ; she gave the few 
ORE FAY. ’ 
7 ntroductorv passages in the same new und exquisite manner, till, at 


the end of a brilliant and most difficult so/o, executed with a taste, 























Arle i ime. and all Naples crowded to the opera to . ; 
: ease, simplicity and power not excelled not equalled by Gambrica 
hear Grambrica, the most powertul, the most riftted, the most re ; a: 
herseif—a startled “brava! brava uttered in the tone of one 
nowned and ¢ ( ! id ever ravished heart, senses 
. 7 } YW ' 
: , . t pwn oft his ard by ra re roke the spell of silence and suc 
and brea from the | <0 tants of that celebrated « : oe 
peals t st fort s made the house tremble to its fo lations. The 
t { \ { I s de circu 
he en noi Vt U I I 4 1 : m 
: erformances were stopped. The audience rose in a body. Handker- 
stances. is ynceivable to ple of a er clime, but G : ia? 
, efs, cloves, hats, waved tn the from the high dome to the feet 
brica had exeit t beyo Hl are yimetrical at ; 
of the lovely bei erself astonished at the tum she 
comm ling, rec ( i o oO Hler features were swe : 
, (jam a, ir i ‘ ‘ oO he these ominous so 1 and 
and noble. On her brow dignity sat ¢ med; and the 
i ( tlre oards tren ( er feet She stened fo and from 
lofty, and all e te ‘ e reflected rn from he 
’ observed retre beheld the s ylasting view <« riva 
classick and ev ‘ ‘ eve ( ed ie ‘ 
ole ‘ the ‘ e, yout v, oF s ariva 
oti é i ‘ emotions of poetry ; ; 
ree from no one knew where— sed like Ve s. full-fi ed 
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I ed N ri ) he edes ca g sacre 
a god He ita ne thre ther t ‘ He 
1 iM i ‘ \ ! | esterday tee ‘ ( Ww i 
step ac ‘ ‘ ft delw ‘ ‘ ‘ 
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cending encourag ent from the despo K nvtstress of son; She 
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ral stir from all purts of the house 





\sul adraid to give utterance to | had there been a more | 





In a small private-box, over the stage, in full view, sat Gambrica 
alone ; a spectator of this eventful hour, dressed in a style sternly sim- 
ple—a robe of white. On her uncovered head no ornament, but the 
raven hair parted over her brow Jt was observed that once or twice 
her dark eyes flashed, and that her cheek was pale and grave 


sa,’ whispered many, “her day 1s over.” 





* Poor Gambri 























ured. Not her fondest friends had dared to predict so 
dazziing a triumph She was trebly successtul—as the leveliest 
eature that ever was seen s the 10st touching, noble and pure 
actress; and as a sing¢ transcendant ove i predecessors 
Her voice was a phenomenon Such a one had fore been 
veard by mortal ears She herseli | ot known its deep pow- 
res, its divine revelations As she proceeded in her role, at each 
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» » - > »» fatal the 7 . ter rot } bw a st a at faecimat , } . 
The first shiver of delighted love had not yet subsided in the breast blow might have been fatal, and the unfortunate sufferer might have ¥ aspecies 0 ; ail 0 dietitian hie - oO 
. : ai ” ~L} a . = } a — . — si ) . 
of new-created man ; nor had feeling yet faded to philosophy The been the victim of a reckless despair But the subject of our tale a warned away. hie les salle ctbdane 8 . 
eladness of the dawn still toned through the soul; the lieart stil} had that just judgment in great things which is always ) d to ta- | blus . ; the ’ mn : ; 
pulsed with the wild beat of ecstasy Young imagination was “‘co- lents of a commanding order ; and that stern, absolute, and resis . mye He 
louring the common things of life to mysterious splendour.” * he less will, without which genius ts a jointiess win In the st y s ise at s , os om ; 
vs } ] iz fleas . , 
vapours of the morning of existence hung still about the mountains within his bosom, manliness triumphed ; an e nnfalt a , afte 
and the shadows ef the night sti din the valleys; and t su o nt virtue, drove weakness fre > sels. He resolve a : ; 
light of knowledge, as it broke through the musts, pa nted in the air to re y ca ex with wou } ry - 
gi | ) 
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Rolfe. —Nay, you put writing to an unfair test ; 
I cannot te 

Vomony.—Not tell. How can the leaf 
Name whom it never saw, yet know not whether 
He's tall or short 
































Rolfe Smith did not tell it that 
Vomony.—Tell it, good Sachem Smith (Smith writes 
7 fe.) Now see an’ ifitknows. You smile! 
What is't 
Rolfe Reads “ Paspaho’s a young warriour, tall and breve.’ 
Vomony Kisses the paper Dear leaf, lL love you! 
I will teach you how 
ite, an’ if you will 
Nomony.—To write! what's that’ 
Rolfe To speak on such a leaf 
Vomony Oh, joy ' I'm ready 
Rolfe I cannot teach you In an hour—a dat 
We must have many days 
Nomony.—Must we! I'm sorr 
But we shall soon return 
Rolfe I'll bless the art 
Of writing while | live 
Nomont And when I've arnt! 
If 1] have something that I fain would say 
And yet not wish to sp it, then [Ll make 
The leaf speak tor ei 
Pocahontas Ay, and think, dear sister 
llow sweet, when one is absent far from those 
es, to send a speaking leaf like th 
t say, we live and love them sti 
In many lands, beyond the great salt lake, 
| iking messengers are daily sent, 
Folde and fastened, so that he who bears them 
Knows not their contents Thus, far distant tribes 
to each other 
ahontas.—Strange ' 
Rolfe The deeds of warriours 
Are noted down upon these speaking leaves ; 
Which neve lie, nor spot! by being kept 
And thus their ch rew and therr children’s children, 
Have what has happened thousand snows before 
The following interesting aneedote, given by the Rev. J. Williates 


in his narrative of 


ssionary enterprise, We give as an ¢ 


of the above gracetul scene 





“In the erection of a chapel, (at Rarotonga,) a striking instance 
curred of the feelings of an untaught people, when observing for 
firat time the effect of written communications As | had come 
work one morning without my square, | took up a ¢ | iw i 
piece of ¢ ircoal, wrote ipon it a request that Mrs. Williams would 
send me the article l« ed a chief who was supenntending his | 
tion of work, and said 

* Friend, take this, and go to our house, and give itto Mrs. Willi 

He was asin lag ron TE man, remarka y nckK In his movers 
and had been a great warriour but, in one of the numerous battles | 
had fo t mst an eye, and vl ve an inexpressible look wit 
other, he said 

lake tha She will call mea fool, and scold me if I earry ac} 
lo he 

No,” Lreplied, “ she w not ; take it and eo immediately, for 1; 
in great haste 

Perceiving me in earnest, he took it, and asked What must I say 

I rephed, ** You have nothing to say; the chip w say all | wis 

Wit 1 look of astonishment and contempt, he held up the pieces 
wood, and said 

** How « in this spe ik? Has it 1 mont! 

l desired nto take it ummediately, and not spend so much time 1 
talking aboutat. On ar ny at the house e gave it to Mrs. Williams 
who read it, threw it away, and went tothe tool-chest, whither 
chiet, resolving tosee the result of this mysterious proceeding, followed 
her closely On receiving the square trom her, he said 

* Stay, daughter; how do you know this is what Mr. Williams wants 

“Why, erephed, “ did you not ve meact ust now!” 


* Yes,” said the astonished warriour; “ but | did not hear it 





anythin 
“If you did not, T did,” was the reply; ‘ for it made known to 1 
what he w ted indall you have todo iusto return as fast as possi 
With this the ehef leaped out of the use ; and, catching uy 
mysterious piece of wood, he ran thro 1 the settlement with the ec} 
1 one md, and the square inthe other, holding them ipas high as 
ld reach, and shouting a® he went 
wisdom of these English wople , they can make chips tal 
it me the square he wished to Know how it was poss 
tl nverse with persons at a distance | gave him all the 
mation ia my power but it was a circumstance involved in so n 
mystery, that he actually tied a str toa chip, hung it round his neck, 
and wore it for some time During several following days, we 


qu ntly saw him surrounded by a crowd, who were listening with inte 


interst wlule he narrated the wonders whi the chip had pertormes 


THE HAWK CHIEF. 


Mr. John T. Irving's most spirited Indian sketches have, we trust, alre 


made him favourabliv known to most our readers, to whom the force 





truth, the nch vein of humour and the delicate touches of pathos, of 
first work, will rea v recommend the one just pu shed The to ‘ 
extract will show that the * Hawk Chie bas much that is strikingly 
tractive in it Put im justice to Mr. Irving, as well as to ourselves 
must say tt he has not vet fulbile the are promise of his first effort 
His narrative is easy and flowine ; his de ptions worthy of his dist 
guished uncle and namesake but his character k that origin ty 


outline and filling up, which we expected from his tresh and vigorous | 
AN INDIAN RENCONTRE 


It was about midn 
brush with the scouting party of Indians had cooled he sold 


were stern and watchful The idea that they should escape sc 


free had entirely passed away; but, notwithstanding this sens 





perl, drowsiness was creeping over them Norton had not | 

seen since the watch was first apppointed He had not been 
ged in the skirmish, ner was he at his post Vague surmise 

were offered as to his fate; and more than one cloomy shake of 


head announced fears of the worst, when they were startled by 


cry near the horses 
* Them Ingens are at the anunals said Adherbal, starting 
and cocking his rfl 


A number of rangers sprang to their feet At the same time f 








whoops rose from sever quarters, echoed by a scream of terr 
from the horses, and a clor of savage figures thited among 
underwood. One of them was stopped in full eareer by a bull 
from Adherbal’s mile. Then followed a crashing of bushes 
stamping of hoofs. A loud yell from ins drove the fr 
ened horses to madness, They tore stakes and ran, w 
wild newhs, one against another, while ndians pressed on w 
whoops and cries The horses grew funous. 1 woods rang w 
their wild neighs. They rushed together in a dense mass, and st 
for a moment hesitating as to their cours Adherbal took ads 
tage of the pause to shout—“ They've rushed them. Let them t 


vally their lives take to the trees 


In good time the advice was given and followed ; for acarcely wer 
the rangers ensconced, before the herd canx galloping on, The 


pt illustrati 


ght. The excitement which had attended the 


course was like the rush of an avalanche. They leaped the pros 
trate trees. Their own neighs and the yells of their pursuers served 
to increase their fury, end the ground shook under them. They 
hore down on the encampment, and could be plainly seen in the 
light. Every eye blazed! The streaming breath smoked from their 
nostrils! Every mane was erect! Their long tails flaunted in the 
air, and the white foam frothed around their mouths. In amoment 
they plunged through the fire, and thousands of sparks flew upward 
In another instant the tent was trampled under foot. Just then 
Adherbal spoke in a loud, clear tone 

‘* Wait ull the animals are past, then give it to the Ingens.” 

As the herd vanished, a cloud of savaves followed in their wake 
darting from tree to tree 

“ Pepper their hides!’ cried the old man. A dozen yagers flashed 
and their reports were answered by a single scream 

One Pawnee the less,” said he “Give them another taste 

He had searcely spoken, when a shower of arrows were dis 
charged by the Indians, and one of the rangers fell forward, prerced 
through the breast 

Till then Herrick had been inactive, but the fa 
roused him. He started from his post, an like ¢ 
trumpet through the stliness which followed the discharge. As he 


of the ranger 





d his voice rang 1 
stepped out, Adherbal caught his arm 
Keep col, boy,” said he, “there’s nothing like calm in Ingen 
ights 
His advice was unheeded, for Herrick burst from him, cutlass in 
hand, and sprang toward the enemy 
“Follow! follow!’ shouted he, waving his arm to the rangers 
who were advancing with Arden 
\ cloud of arrows were discharged, and several prerced 
but he kept on his course. An Indian sprang at him trom behind a 
tree, but Herrick drew a pistol and shot him dead 
“Mighty cool,” said Rifton; “I've heard Norton speak of that 
young man. When his bl 
say, too, he bears a charmed life 
Is that the say?" ened Adherbal, who was not untinged with 
superstition ‘I reckon it may be true, for | never seed a man go 
sv clear of arrows 
The rangers gbeyed the call of Herrick. Headed 
Santon, they poured on An arrow struck the latter in the hea 
and he fell dead, directly in front of the fire 
On! on!” shouted Hernck; “avenge Santon!’ 
It needed not this ery to excite them. The young liet 





his clothes; 


jood’s up, he’s a devil incarnate They 











a favourite with all; and ther execrations, as they rushed by his 
corpse, showed the fierce feelings excited by his fall \t that mo 
ment a pile of dry fuel, collected to serve for the might, caught fire 
ind blazed up lke a beacon-light umining tl irk arches of the 
forest with a red, ghastly gla The situation of both parties was 
revealed. The bushes were teeming with dark warriours; and grim 
faces and glowing eyes were peering from behind each tree In a 


moment the rangers were among them, with their heavy cutlasses 
Phat’s a mighty ndiculous way of fighting Ingens,” said Adher 
bal, who, with about eight or ten hunters, still kept to the trees 
There's three good hives lost 
Though supernour in numbers, the Indians were beginning to give 
rround, when a single whoop arose at some distance in the woods 
It was but a solitary voice, but was answered by a yell of exulta 
tion from the Indians ‘hey ralhed, and the new comer, a yo 
warriour, glaring with paint, dashed through the thicket and gray 


pled Herrick 











That's Sharatack, the Hawk Chief,” said Adherbal. “If Mi 

Ostrand's charmed lite ever stood him in stead s now 

The contest between the two was hand to hand, foot to fo 
breast to breast. It was a tnal of strength and activity, for « 
had seized the armed hand of lis opponent Hernek soon f 
that, in sinew, his foe was his superiour; but he surank not ff 
the stre | They pressed each other backward and forward, at 
one moment so closely clenched it them checks toucl! 3 t 
next, they held each other at the full stretch of arm. They writ 
and panted At length Herrick stumbled and fell, foreme the I 1 
with hin to the ground. The savage attempted to mse, and halt 


sneceeded ; but Hernek wreathed lis arms around him and ha 
dragged him down, when a blow was armed at his head by an In 


dian. A sudden motion caused it to miss and take part 


the shoulder of Sharatack, whose struggles it weakened: and 
fore it could be repeated, the intruding savage was felled by at 
gers cutlass. During the scuffle, both antagonists had dropped their 
weapons and grasped each other's throat, ull both were nearly sense 
less. While thu®exhausted, an Indian rushed forward and drag 
the young Hawk Clief from the fray Another ra 


to make a blow at Herneck, but a ranger’s we apon checked his arm 





sed his tomahawk 


Thus frustrated, the savave turned furiously upon the new pPponent 


The Indian was a nian ot great strength. The ranger was hurled 
to the ground, and m another instant had been fairly sped, had 
a bullet stretched the savage in the dust 


“That's the way to send a ball,” said Adherbal, hastily re-loading 
his nfle. “ You see, Sip, I didn’t trouble that fellow with any o 
necessary pain. I tned dreadful hard to get a shot at the yo 
Hawk while he and Hernek were tussling, but 1 couldn't. without 
winging Mr. Ostrand., I'm ateard that Ingen’s used him up 

As he spoke, however, Herrick rose slowly from the earth 
crowd of Indians had grown so dense, that the rangers were com 
pletely hemmed 





1. There was but little chance of escape, and they 
fought with the fury of despau 


Monstrous bad! monstrous bad! muttered Adherbal, nghtenin 
his belt and pulling at his kmife, to set it free in the scabbard I 
reckon we'll have to charge among them Send them your bullets 


then spring out and give them your blades 
Stop!” said a voice at his elbow 
“Ha! Norton, see what a fix them rangers have got into. They 
would charge; and now they min a pretty serape 








Follow me, all!’ said Norton, without repl r; “make no 
noise 
With swift caution they ma reircuit through the forest and ay 
prone hed the fighting party, from the quarter opposite that in which 
they had formerly been stationed 
ow,” said Norton ve a hurrah and rush them.”’ The woods 
rang to their loud cheer 
Forward ! forward!" shouted h Hold your fire ull within 
SIX paces, then give hem lead; and take wx aun 
The rangers we t Mmily surprised with i Indians, at thst 
forcement \ loud s tot vy answered the huzza A faint v 
of defiance burst trom the savages, but was cut short by the s 
‘ irge of Trifles, Ww ! ve Liman 
‘ 7 Ss, a t Adherba Upon this ’ 
mh tt l ins fi 1 w ower irrested by ir et 
whoop of Sharatack, who re-appear nad * his Staton foremost 
hh the fight 
I ths t Herrick settled that Ingen,” muttered Adherba 
“They'll fight hke devils w that young Hawk heads them. I 
think Pll step out in the bushes a mad my riff It's prudent to 
settic hin, without comimg to close quarters. Heft s wond 
Before he had time to re-loa s weapon, the | is disapy 
The Hawk Chief tried to rally t n,invain. Ina few moments not 
1say = t 
tol w,” said Norton; t would only wasting 
men, whem we can ill spa 
His advice was too pr nt to be neglected, and re-called 





his rangers, who were starting in pursuit 





THE DRAMA. 




















Canaport ALLEN.—The fashionable audiences attracted to the Park 
tl this de lightful vocalist, reca | the golder davs of Garcia, 
is guished acquisition t usical world brings nightly 
to the dress circles many a charming face that has seldom graced them 
of late years. ‘The voice of Madame Caradori ts a soprano), not of 
great volume, but remarkably sweet and exquisitely cultivated. Her 
perfect and pure intonation and exact time, are delightful to those 
who can appreciate their indispensable req sites to an accomplished 

is especially when the ‘ | ed by no apparent strain- 
ng of the voice, and no distort { fea s on the part ol the 
singer We may mention fort nent of our readers in other ci- 
ties, who are doubtless curious t this reining star, that Ma- 
dame Caradori 1s a onde, rathe ned to em-bun- por f, and with 
if i ¢ ut ess =We cr eves are blue, her hair 
hoht, and h ’ scems foru lo give ‘ “ to sweet 
sO l wr ae is are given with such ex- 

lisite ta ind tas ( < is so artless and beautiful, that 
these charms, comlined w those of her person and features, must 
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ORIGINAL TRANSLATIONS, 





| TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. 








H. E. F. C..” who “ thinks himself no poet. b ed to send us his werses 
SCRAPS FROM THE GERMAN OF JEAN PAUL. by the persuasion of his friends,” is inf adtmg “ne 
hare a greate ect forh lemen Ie © é 4 
BY A BOOKWORM. Dying Poet to his Lyre The Dea = “ Ex 
_ 1of Ancre ¢ verses wt ’ ‘ l 
> . Re se,” **¢ th t J ? e sa 
Tur soon.—How true an emblem of hfe and happiness! slow to essamea” le Mark et ned, with than 
increase and slow in its wane, our raptures brief as the period of her their respective authors f ne , ey , 
spi ' “ The Rat's F : d t 
full splendour, and sorrew fleeting as her hours of total darkness ; “ oy “ ed a vd I 
and the course of both, with all their mutability, constant in their Ste was not born un tuck s I 
changes as she in hers Fa “ n S ming mind ia P 
" i t 4 
Love AX¥p ANGER.—A man never treats the exaggerations and ex 
travagance of his own anger as seriously as he does those of his af 
r ‘ ‘ 7 , y , ) . > > > 
fection: the later he believes himsely, she former he only wants| THE NEW-YORK MIRROR. 
others to believe. ” ? 
THE CORPSE OF A BEAUTIFUL GIR Liane’s mortal remains seemed SATURDAY. NOVEM 837 
to his fancy a rosy cloud, which | once supported an angel 
now sunk to earth, because tl angel had soared nto heaven - 
NN dy th \ ‘ 
and now needed no s wrt 
‘ ‘ , 
STRENGTH AND SOFTNE MPA Tt imor ind t w 
rllow 
drop shine with the same s i r, but th s of the one is more 
; 1 8 DY _» ‘ 
enduring, and needs no sunbeam to call it forth ‘ 
. ‘ s i 
DisTINCTNESS OF PURI ‘ 4 man must have a definite end in 
News \ 
view, or his powers will lau; a8 do those of a magnet, which is 7 
‘ { s } 
turne for a long t i ‘ ’ r > é 
Mer Noth but u ean call lor ve, and not . v 
but perfe mm perfect. The sun's um st be full and perfe 
we wis the spot it s ses on to take fire ‘ “ 
Frienosute.—Th so men we i their ur ' 
ters are unfatho t ’ simade Fr p the h I 
ter of Night I 3 s ‘ I 
( \ NTIQ I Sol ts ’ R ! v ( 
r i Ss | I Ts lis i \ “ s rT “ 
us of row ~ 1 
Pa NATE ME Many ! lass, w ss 
the t is is t ts 
uw“ \ \ VW " 
VANITY Love \ \ “ ‘ s 
for fr $ ‘ . , s »rea s \ : 
Lirt I . ‘ , iw bls - ’ 
“ ins Riki ‘ i ‘ ~ 
W \ 4 t perhaps 
1! . i ‘ r 
cu Ss na s 
B y B visa “ you i? kos 
wreck, w ) | s : 
SHA ws s ws ar \ \ s, try t was 
1 seises i ! ve \ I 
. \ : . 
Dee AND W \ r sare likes st mo s 
the W dl 
Ocr Do v t by sr or s 
« 
‘ 
» ‘ ter 1 truth, as w ~ 
t 1 t sf ' . , 
‘ s 
‘ 
THE FINE ARTS. perce . 
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WRITTEN BY LAURA PERCY—PART OF THE MELODY IN IMITATION OF C. DE BERIOT’S 


Oh! lis - ten to my wild guitar, My heart is full, 
Beara 
—— ramen owas ae coma cee, Sa asenme 
b Sf ~ — — 
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burn-ing day, By light of eve’s 
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pale star, And while I troll 


LOVE’S WILD GUITAR. 


is full of song,Like 
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gay par-terre of bloom-ing spring, 
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the melt-ing lay, 
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fra-grant flow-rets throng. 
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SECOND VERSE. 


When anguish dire assails thy heart, 
And care discomfort thee, 

With bird-like musick I'll be near, 
To charm thee into glee: 

And when in gentle hours, like this, 
We sit beneath the star, 

I'll troll a lay of constant love, 
And touch my wild guitar, 

For thee, alone, 


I sing and play, for thee. 











Which 
rr a. __ a. a 
* m= ae OF a a SOO OR a cae So 
; aR se AS a 


rrr 





rrr 





Miscellany. 


\ married lady, alluding in conversation to the 


and fortv-eiwhth Psalm, obverved, that while “ 


M ARRIED LADIES — 
hundred 
and maidens, old men and children,” 


young men 
were expressly mentione d, not 
An old ‘ le ryvinan, 
and that 


a word was said about marred women whom 


ashe was addressing, assured her they had nat been omitted, 
she could find them included in one of the preceding verses, under 


{ 


the description of rapours and storm 


Edinburgh Courant, hav- 


a house 


Quiex wrrrrp.—An Inshman, says the 


ing aecidently broken @ pane in a window of in Queen- 
when he 


You 


said 


street, attempted as fast as he could, to get out of the way, 

and seized by the 

broke my window, fellow, 

Pat. “and didn’t vou see me 
yes 


for it 


was followed proprietor who exclamed, ** 
*'To be sure | did.” 


for the 


did you not '” 


running home money to pay 


Fercuive vp arrears.—The follawing 6 palmed upon an Irish 
writer, but it is essentially 


American 
been known for many vears, wiseacres being ot 


‘The crap us the most luxt 


riant that has opm 
that, in addition to an average crop ot t 


did not g 


» first-class, all the grass that 


row last year has come up new.” 


CR RIAGE WirhouT Horses. —Sueh a one was advertised in 1790, 


in London, and stated to have only one wheet. The curious in me 
chanieks were invited to see it Many of the 
ciety of Arts attended, and im ardour of expectation, were 


wheelharr oe, 


members of the So- 


Shuwh 


Lonpos 
than even the 


AND P 
approach to London ; 


aris.—'The approach to 


Paris Is more ex SM &LICK’S ¢ 


for London is the citv of busi- the universe : w 


PINION OF THE AMERI 
‘ Improve on 


ws —I believe 


evervthing, and we have 


we may stump 
improved or 





ness; Paris of pleasure London. the emporium of sense; Paris our own species You'll search one while, I tell vou. afore you 
of nonsense. London, a wood of thriving timber; Paris, a garden find a man of any other country that is equal to of our fre« 
of ever-varving flowers London is the mighty throne whence the ind enlightened citizens He's the chap that haw*both speed, wind 
world is legislated ; Paris, the gracef | temple whence its civilized and bottom: he’s clear grit—<c er to e back-bone, vou may de 
, , 1. od : 
poets is the stern and helmeted Pallas; Paris, the many ued pend It's generally allowed, there an’t the he it of them to dhe foun 
Iris. London is, jn short, the capital for men; and Paris for women. . anywhere Sprv asa fox, supple as an eel, and cute as a weass 
owe . . . . ou « shonidn’'t sav it. they f lv ta th = 
«My sewers.”"—The crown of England ts about to be deprived of I gh I say it as \ i » they fa ke the shine off cre 
le *° " } } ‘ ’ ithion—thev are a ve o cash 
ts * bnohtest jewels It appears that more than thre vurths of . . 
t roval diamonds were brought from Hanover, when the elector Sccu 4 GOOD ONE The owin 1 Marrvat's best stvle of drv 
became king of England in 1715. Now ut the Gern Sse vas insenbed by iin the Album at Niagara Falls :-—«1, 
sons of the house of Bronswick are severed frém the I shs 1 ent and careful examination of the Falls called Niagara, | 
n, the king of Hanover has claimed the Hanoveria s, as ivi me to the cor sion, that if anv person was to be taken 
" wrding to the family statutes, these diamonds are transferre ‘ n. he we 1 considerable ger of receiving s« 
\ us the crown, to thi } s \ It is a capita ‘ “ ‘ sters and witlings w 
mu re their names im association with the might 
SQuaRk GiMGLETS ‘T want to sec some of your s.**« pP mighty 
. . uw er, in mec ent hexameters or ur ear r dorverels 
¢ orn one day, as he entered a hardware-sto i hve t 2 =. 
took down several parcels, 1 of which suited. We Bap taines.—An unfaithful servant, a smoky house, a st r 
what kind do vou want! here w« almost every variety.” “ Wh orse, a scolding wife. an aching tooth, an empty purse, an undut 
. } +) } L +h ] 
darn it, T want them what bores square d, essant talker, hogs that break through enclosures, a 
, squitees, a fop, and a subscriber that won't pay for his m 
\N ENIGMA Ata ba et, when s rer s was p { pay is payee 
diversions, Alexander sa to one of his ex rs MW s 
} aT Ss he 48 n-street« 
which did not come last vea nd w t come next vea \ I s eve ‘ e ¢ é Nassau and Ann-stree 
. aout : } } = Terms, FIVE pe ARS 1, payable, tn se, nm advance. A 
cistressed neer, sta vw , sa ee VININ s ‘ ‘ ad « < ist be : a ecte » the editors 
of pay.” The king was so dive commande 1 te 2 


and also nu 


part up, 


creased his sa 


cot & Co. P 


rinters, corner of Guid and John-streets 











